


Dark Inspiration

by DZ2



Category: Harry Potter
Genre: Friendship, Romance
Language: English
Characters: Draco M., Harry P., Lucius M., Narcissa M.
Pairings: Harry P./Draco M., Lucius M./Narcissa M.
Status: In-Progress
Published: 2016-04-21 15:57:58
Updated: 2016-04-27 12:13:50
Packaged: 2016-04-27 12:58:23
Rating: T
Chapters: 3
Words: 12,631
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: You're A Wizard Harry Prompt Response: A lonely boy is given a life-changing revelation that opens doors to futures unknown. However, little does anyone realise what else it does to him, especially when a certain someone with a fire-breathing namesake gets involved. Dark Strong Harry; Eventual Harry/Draco; AU all years; OOC Characters;





	1. His First Friend

Dark Inspiration: A Harry Potter Fan Fiction

**Disclaimer: **I do not own Harry Potter or any of its associated characters; all rights belong to JK Rowling; I do not own any crossover references used in the story; all rights belong to the original creators. I do own any OC spells explained at the end of a chapter.

**Plot: **You're A Wizard Harry Prompt Response: A lonely boy is given a life-changing revelation that opens doors to futures unknown. However, little does anyone realise what else it does to him, especially when a certain someone with a fire-breathing namesake gets involved.

**Prompt Information: ****You're A Wizard, Harry**

**Prompt: ****The classic one to start with: when Hagrid tells Harry that he is a wizard, he lets nothing stop him becoming the best, not even the threat of year-after-year brushes with death.**

**Rules: ****Harry can go to ANY House, all pairings are welcome EXCEPT Harems, Harry must be stronger, smarter and more-open than canon AND either Draco or Severus must be an ally.**

**Author's Note: **So, given my enjoyment of exploring the potential of this idea, this particular theme, pairing and set-up _and_, of course, my seemingly natural-born love for all things that have our two favourites as friends and more; well, what can I say? When opportunity knocks and all that; anyway, as always, if you don't like it, then don't read it.

**Dedication: **I'd like to dedicate this story to AJ Picard for continuously supporting my ideas of this particular nature;

My recommended reads are _The Power That Awakens_ by AJ Picard, _Silver Tongue _by Shadow Hidden by the Moon, _Shades of Black_ by Kage Mirai, _On way to greatness_ by Sherlock Jay Holmes, _When Daylight Dies_ by BloodyRose90 and _Dark Lord Potter_ by loverofeevee;

**Key Pairing: **Harry/Draco

**Other Pairings: **Lucius/Narcissa; Others TBC

Normal Speech

'Thought'

/_Parseltongue_/

Chapter 1: His First Friend

For as long as he could remember, Harry Potter had always been alone;

Now don't make any false assumptions: his idea of being alone was something that he didn't choose to make happen.

On the contrary, for as long as he could remember, Harry had always been _forced_ to be alone by the ideas, treatments and upbringing of his loathsome family, the Dursleys.

Ever since he had been found – _dumped_, they said – by his Aunt Petunia after his parents had died – _in a car crash_, they said – Harry hadn't really known the loving embrace of a Mother, the jovial, proud laugh of a Father or even the friendly bantering arguments of a sibling.

The only thing that he had known was the yelling, shrieking voice of his Aunt, the threat – and often-times actual feeling – of his Uncle's punishing hands and fists and worse besides as well as the mocking, derisive laughs and upsetting, heart-breaking taunts and jibes of his Cousin, each of them choosing to see him as the family servant rather than a member _of_ the family.

His _room_ had been a cupboard under the stairs; his only nourishment was day-old scraps and a few drops of water; his only source of cleansing was a _small_ amount of cold water – or, if he'd been a _good boy,_ lukewarm, but dirty – that was washed over him with an itchy sponge and cheap soap; his only comfort was a threadbare blanket and the old, stuffy coats under the stairs and his only clothes were tent-sized hand-me-downs that made him look weird, scruffy and more of a disgrace than he was _told_ that he was.

The truth of it was that it was nothing short of a miracle that Harry even managed to live as long as he did, surviving each day while treating even the smallest kindness as a well-earned reward for something that he shouldn't really have been asked to do anyway. His basic human needs were ignored as he was treated no better than an animal and his only form of address was _Boy, Freak _or _You._

The only way that he even _knew_ what his name was in the first place was because his Uncle had been forced to put it down as _a freak that could read and write was more-helpful than a freak that was as thick as pig shit_.

Even when he was at school, however, Harry's lack of company was something that was forced on him because people spread false rumours and lies about him. Anyone that actually got close enough to be nice to him were frightened away, usually-physically, by Dudley and his gang, who then proceeded to indulge themselves in their other favourite pastime: Harry Hunting.

In short, Harry spent most of his childhood alone with only the darkness for sanctuary – or what little it provided – and his own dreams for his only form of sanity. He often found himself thinking on his dreams, particularly when anything _strange_ or _abnormal_ happened and his Aunt and Uncle blamed him for it, which meant a fresh round of punishments and a reminder of what would happen if he continued to be such a _freak._

One of the worst punishments came when Harry was just four years old: he'd been expected to make breakfast and, when he'd accidentally burned the meat of the meal, his Aunt had taken the frying pan to his skull, painfully damaging Harry's eyesight in the process. Rather than do the _humane_ thing and take him to hospital for treatment, she'd given him cheap glasses that only made his head hurt and his eyes become worse before shoving him back under the stairs like yesterday's trash.

Over the years, Harry's eyesight got worse and worse: it was a miracle that he didn't go blind.

But then, when he was eleven years old and about to set off for a place that he had hoped would free him of his despicable relatives, his abusive Aunt and Uncle and his unfriendly cousin, Harry received a ray of light.

A ray of light that soon evolved into a burning stream of hope when strange, unexplained letters started to arrive for him: of course, Harry could never get to them before Vernon burned them and then punished Harry – for what, exactly, he _conveniently_ neglected to tell Harry.

For nearly a week, the punishments continued and, eventually, Harry was forced to _accompany_ his relatives on what might as well have been a wild goose chase across the length and breadth of the United Kingdom, trying to outrun the mysterious messenger that was responsible for sending the letters.

If there was one good point, it was that the punishments stopped while they were on the run and, if anyone asked, Harry was meant to give the usual excuse, "I fell…I tripped…I ran into a wall…I did this…I did that…"

At the end of the road, figuratively-speaking, the chase seemed to end with a rundown-looking shack that provided very little comfort and even less hope for Harry as he envisioned the pain that would come if and when he returned to his _cage_ in Little Whinging.

He actually wondered what might happen if and when his _family_ tried to teach him a lesson about something he had no real control over.

It was bad enough that they'd locked him up like an animal for the Vanishing Glass Incident, but this, which was just another thing that seemed to _naturally_ be Harry's fault, this was almost too much.

And, to make matters worse, it was Harry's birthday; a day that should be celebrated was instead feared and dreaded, especially by Harry as he tried to find some small crumb of comfort for being able to survive another year.

Said crumb seemed to come to his prayers…and then some!

And all because of four little words that would change _everything_, even if Harry didn't know about it yet…

_**Dark Inspiration**_

"_You're a wizard, Harry!"_

The words just seemed to constantly ring inside of Harry's head as he watched Hagrid reach into his large coat and, when his hand returned, it held what looked like an envelope, which he handed to the pale-looking boy with a hint of pride in his actions.

Opening the envelope, Harry's eyes widened while his voice seemed to rise a few octaves with surprise as he read what was written inside.

"Dear Mr Potter, we are pleased to inform you that you have been accepted at Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry!"

Harry's eyes widened as he read the information from Hagrid's letter: magic?

Magic was real and, according to what he had been told, Harry had magic, which was how all those strange and unusual things had happened whenever he was angry or scared.

All right, it hadn't happened _that_ often and it had just been silly things, but now that he had the answers, after a week-long crazed goose chase across the country because of strange letters that had come through the doors for Harry, things finally started to make sense.

And, if he was reading this letter right, then Harry also saw that there was a place he'd finally be welcomed as a wizard instead of just some unwanted freak or abomination!

It seemed too good to be true and yet, it was true.

"You'll _not_ be going, I tell you!" hissed Vernon Dursley, earning a look from Harry that might actually have been mistaken for disbelief.

Despite the shock and even the doubt that burned inside of Harry, the young boy couldn't help but feel a sense of disbelief take root inside him at the insinuation of his dementedly-minded Uncle acting as if he could stop him.

_If_ Harry was reading and hearing everything right, then magic was real and all it would take was for him to get really angry – which was easy thanks to ten years of neglect and abuse at _their_ hands – and, like a hero he'd once seen on television, Harry would let his rages out as a _real_ monster was unleashed on his _loving _relatives.

Still, the fact that Uncle Vernon – and, from the looks he was getting, a part of Harry suspected that Petunia knew it too – knew about this surprised Harry far more than the four words from Hagrid and the existence of this letter had done.

As Vernon squared up to Harry, towering over him with his usual obese girth, he then faced Hagrid as he spat, "We _swore_ when we took him in that we'd put a stop to all this _rubbish!_"

Little did Vernon, Petunia or Dudley Dursley realise that, with that one sentence, Harry had officially stopped considering his Uncle as family, not that he hadn't done that a _long_ time before now.

What had once been fear inside Harry seemed to become something…else; something that, although he didn't know it at the time, would make Harry much better than he could have possibly imagined.

Instead, apparently-ignorant of his own thoughts and dark potential being given life, Harry addressed this newest revelation with shock and disbelief that hinted at a note of raw anger and even outrage in his voice as he looked from Vernon to Petunia as he asked incredulously, "You knew? You knew all this time and you never told me?"

"Of course we knew," replied Petunia, her voice holding its usual venomous tongue whenever she talked about Harry's parents or whenever she talked about Harry himself. "How could you not be? My _perfect_ sister being who she was!"

'Mum and Dad had magic as well?' thought Harry, a hint of dark malice and hatred now taking root within him as he listened to his Aunt.

With this dark root, Harry could almost imagine that this was finally the answer he'd been waiting for, but that didn't stop the Dursleys' confession pushing their nephew past the point of no return after putting up with their bullshit all these years.

"Oh, my Mother and Father were so…_proud_ the day she got her letter," continued Petunia, apparently-ignorant of the unseen changes going on inside her nephew's heart.

Instead, she seemed content to put on a mocking tone as she remarked, "_We have a witch in the family: isn't it wonderful?_ But I was the only one who saw her for what she was: a _freak!_"

Harry's eyes narrowed: of course, it all made sense when he thought about it.

His parents had been born with the ability to use magic, but Petunia didn't: jealousy and envy, which was technically the same thing, had hardened her heart and that was why she'd let Vernon and Dudley have their way with him. All that pain, all those unshed tears; and for _what?_

Because she didn't have the same toys as her sister?

"And then she met that _Potter_," scowled Petunia, glaring at Harry as though he'd come into her _perfect_ house covered head-to-foot in seven different kinds of crap and started throwing it about willy-nilly. "And then she had you and I _knew_, yes, I knew you'd be the same: just as strange, just as…_abnormal! _And then if you please, she went and got herself _blown up_ and we got landed with you!"

"Blown up?" asked Harry, unaware of his clenched fists as his rage turned his soul black with the lie.

A car crash was one thing, but from the sound of it, it was more likely that magic had done this.

"You told me that my parents died in a car crash!"

"A car crash?" asked Hagrid, earning a look from Harry that seemed to distract him from his rage, though the seed had bloomed with the lie as he asked, "A car crash kills Lily and James Potter?"

"We had to say something," Petunia replied, speaking as though she didn't much care.

Unbeknownst to her, it was the worst mistake that she could have made as Harry, listening to the conversation between the adults, felt rage, fury, hatred and an even greater sense of humiliation and disgust than he had ever felt before now fuse itself with his soul.

They'd lied to him…they'd treated him like the scum on his shoes…they'd let their whale son, his narwhal Father, this horse-faced mare of a Mother-slash-Aunt _and _the whale's friends beat on him…they locked him up like an animal…they made him their slave.

And all this time, _all this time_, Harry James Potter had the power to turn around, to say no, to go to places that these…these _freaks_ could only ever dream of going to.

"He'll not be going!" Vernon insisted, earning another disbelieving look from Harry while Hagrid chuckled dryly.

"And I suppose a great Muggle like yourself is going to stop him, are you?" asked Hagrid, now earning a confused look from Harry.

"Muggle?"

"Non-magic folk," Hagrid replied, his tone calmer with Harry than it was with the Dursleys.

It seemed that Hagrid had a sense of respect for Harry that the young boy hadn't seen before.

'At least someone does,' thought Harry, although he didn't show it on his face.

Hagrid, however, was unaware of Harry's train of thought as he went on, "This boy's had his name down ever since he was born: he'll be going to the finest witchcraft and wizardry school in the world _and_ he'll be under the finest headmaster that Hogwarts has ever seen: Albus Dumbledore!"

Something about the name had warning bells ringing in Harry's mind as he wondered what sort of person this Dumbledore was to let him rot away in the darkness like this.

At the same time, Vernon spoke up again as he told Hagrid, "I'm not paying to have some crackpot old fool teach him magic tricks!"

Hagrid seemed to go to a place he didn't like and, as Harry watched, Hagrid lifted the umbrella he carried before he whispered in a soft, dangerous voice, "Never…insult…Albus Dumbledore…in front of me."

With a glance to Dudley, who had started helping himself to the cake without even waiting to be offered, Hagrid made a gesture with his umbrella and, to Harry's amusement, Dudley was given a tail that matched the rest of his piggy appearance.

The sight of such powerful, physically-changing magic amused Harry to no end.

As the Dursleys cried in terror and disbelief, Hagrid gave Harry a searching look before he told him, "Oh I'd appreciate it if you didn't tell anyone at Hogwarts about that: strictly speaking, I'm not allowed to do magic."

When Harry nodded, he watched as Hagrid went to leave and, when the large man asked him if he'd rather stay, Harry made a decision faster than one might have said the magic words Abracadabra:

With a hurried step, Harry ran after Hagrid, unaware of the path that he had just taken and how it would lead him to new heights of greatness…

_**Dark Inspiration**_

"Ah, Hagrid: usual, I presume?"

"No thanks, Tom: I'm on official Hogwarts business," replied Hagrid, clapping a giant hand to Harry's shoulder while the young boy buckled uncomfortably, a part of him aching from the impact while he hid a wince of pain from the touch of someone else.

His discomfort only increased when Hagrid then explained, "Just helping young Harry here buy his school supplies."

'Subtlety isn't your strong point, Hagrid,' thought Harry as the bartender openly declared his name, the look on his face making him look like he was looking at a ghost.

As the patrons of the hidden bar introduced themselves to Harry, the green-eyed wizard felt shame and disgust rise up inside him: one by one, the patrons all introduced themselves to him as though the Royal Monarch himself had just walked amongst them, but Harry, shaking hands and being as polite as he could to each one, ignored their remarks as he kept asking the same question over and over again:

How did they know him?

And, if they knew him so well, where had they been for ten years while he'd been whipped like a horse and treated like a slave?

When the stammering Professor Quirrell introduced himself, Harry actually looked at him with a keen eye. He didn't say anything, but when he looked at Quirrell, Harry almost found himself looking at someone he could consider a kindred spirit.

Then there was his stammer: something about it had Harry on alert. He'd heard, and used, his own fearful stammer once before, so he knew how it was meant to sound and, personally-speaking, it was almost like Quirrell was either truly terrified of everything or he was putting it on and milking it for all it was worth.

When Hagrid took Harry away from the man, the green-eyed wizard couldn't resist one last look at the professor with a smirk playing on his lips, which went unseen by Hagrid.

He'd have to keep an eye on him;

There was something about him that Harry just didn't like.

_**Dark Inspiration**_

The late-morning sun shone down on Diagon Alley, filling the store windows with light while seemingly dragging the unseen, better-off-avoided area of Knockturn Alley further into the shadows.

Along the street, many of the customers flitted between the stores while, at the top-most end of the street, standing on the lowest step of Gringotts' entrance, Harry shielded his eyes from the sunlight, his heart still feeling full of shock as he thought about everything that he had just witnessed.

A vault, a vault in his name and filled with more money than he had ever seen in his entire life and, according to Hagrid, it was all his to use as and when he needed it to be.

Harry had never even had as much as 5p for a chewy sweet from the post office and now he had enough money to buy out an entire sweet shop.

Looking around the street and eyeing up each and every one of the stores that stood between him and the opposite end of the Alley, one question burned on Harry's tongue as he looked to Hagrid, "Erm…where do we begin, Hagrid?"

"Well," replied the giant man, "If it's alright wi' yeh, 'Arry, I'd like ter go and 'ave a lil' pick-me-up in the Leaky Cauldron: I 'ate them Gringotts carts, yeh see?"

He did look very green, so when Harry nodded in agreement, Hagrid gestured to the nearest store as he explained, "Why don't yeh start wi' Madam Malkin's: yeh need yer robes if yer goin' ter be a student fer the next seven years."

Again, Harry nodded and so, with a step away from Hagrid, he moved over to the store on the corner, his ears picking up the sound of Hagrid moving through the crowd, leaving Harry in front of the robe maker's store.

For a moment, a feeling of excitement rose in Harry's chest as he thought about how he was being trusted to be responsible enough to go off on his own like this for a while.

Even though he'd never really left the house without permission from the Dursleys – if at all without them barking orders at him to do so – Harry had never really been allowed to do anything at his own pace and now, here he was, taking his time and making his way forwards.

As he moved towards the door of the shop, Harry stopped suddenly, the hairs on the back of his neck prickling. At the same time, the young wizard could swear that he felt a breeze ruffling the fringe of his black hair as he approached the shop.

Looking around in case he was being watched, Harry shrugged off the sensation and stepped inside, almost immediately getting a feeling of awe and wonder as he looked at the many different samples of clothing and robe-making items in the shop.

Madam Malkin, the owner of the shop, was a rather squat little witch dressed in mauve clothing, but when she saw Harry, she gave him a warm smile and beckoned him over, "Come in dear, don't be afraid: let me guess…Hogwarts?"

"Yes ma'am," replied Harry politely: one lesson – one of many – that the Dursleys had always drilled into him was to show due respect to his elders, though if he hadn't done, then the consequences were…pretty bad to say the least.

"Aren't you sweet?" asked Madam Malkin, guiding Harry through to the back of the shop as she explained, "I've got another young man back here now, but there's space enough for two, I think. Come on; hop up there and we'll start to measure you: is there anything else you'd like me to take care of while you're here?"

"Erm…" Harry began, but he was cut off from answering when he passed through to the fitting room and saw a taller, blonde-haired young man with his arms spread as he was being measured for his robe.

If there was another thing that his relatives had taught him, it was how to recognise those in higher station than Harry, though they'd always told him that _people like him_ were the lowest of the low, so _everyone_ was higher than he was.

The boy with the blonde hair, however, screamed money, power and influence: his posture was strong and his hair was brushed back to a perfectly-styled manner, though he seemed to be waiting on the fitting of his robe rather than acknowledging someone else.

As Madam Malkin helped Harry onto the stool next to the blonde boy, however, the young man opened his eyes, revealing two misty-grey orbs, before he turned and, with a friendly-enough smile, he asked, "Hello there, Hogwarts too?"

"Err…yes," replied Harry, feeling a little awkward next to the boy: he'd once read a book about a member of royalty and someone that looked like they'd been dragged in off the street; that was certainly how Harry felt right now.

"Well, we've all got to go sometime, isn't that right?" asked the boy; he had a slight drawl to his voice and, as Harry nodded in agreement, the boy seemed to realise his error in conversation as he moved his hand within reach of Harry as he added, "Oh, I'm sorry: in all the rush of the moment, I forgot to introduce myself. I'm Draco Malfoy…and you are?"

"Harry," replied Harry, a little shaky as he remembered the reactions from the Leaky Cauldron.

Still, Draco had introduced himself by his full name, so it was only polite that Harry did the same, "Harry Pot…_ow!_"

His gasp of pain had come from being spiked by one of the fitting needles used by Madam Malkin to measure Harry.

However, as he looked down, slightly hurt by the pain – though he was used to it, although he didn't say that to anyone – Harry saw the woman gasp before she met his gaze, "Oh, Mr Potter: please forgive me. I was not aware that I was assisting you, but I guess it was inevitable: please, allow me to offer you a 25% discount on your items for the slip-up there."

"You don't have to," Harry began, but Draco cut him off with a clearing of his throat.

Looking over at Draco, Harry then noticed that the boy seemed both relieved and awed by Harry's appearance before he told him, "She _never_ gives discounts out so freely, Potter: just accept it, if only to help you get your things and…a bit more."

"Oh…o-okay," Harry replied, finally shaking Draco's hand, albeit weakly as he asked, "Are…are you okay, Mr Malfoy?"

"Call me Draco," replied the Malfoy Heir, the feeling of friendliness – alien though it was to Harry – returning as he continued with his fitting while he told Harry, "And I was just surprised because…well, I guess you could say that I've been waiting for this moment."

"You…you _have?_" asked Harry, earning a nod from Draco, "Why?"

"Everyone has," Draco then added, but as soon as he said it, the Malfoy Heir frowned as he saw Harry turn his head away, a saddened, almost-hurt look in his eyes as he avoided Draco's gaze.

For a moment, Draco wondered what it was that he had done wrong, but, as he looked at Harry, he saw it: the seamstress hadn't said anything out of respect and whatever honour she might have had, but Draco saw it as clear as day.

Harry Potter, the hero of the magical world and the destroyer of the Dark Lord, looked no better and no healthier than a starved animal crossed with a beaten-down House Elf; his glasses looked as old and as cheap as could be while they were heavily taped together.

As Draco looked closer, he also noticed what looked like a fading bruise on one side of Harry's face while, as Harry was measured for his sleeves, Draco _thought_ – secretly hoping he was wrong – that he saw what looked like evidence of a wrongly-healed shoulder wound as well as a scar on Harry's back.

A scar that, although Draco had never felt it himself, he knew from talks and descriptions of such things to come from being _whipped_ like a slave.

Suddenly, Draco felt something flare up inside of him: something that seemed to remind the boy why he was named for one of the most-powerful creatures in all magical lore.

As he felt this thing, whatever it was, Draco then cleared his throat before he asked, "Madame, could we have a private moment, please?"

Giving the boy a curious look, Madam Malkin opened her mouth, but not before Draco took a breath as he assured her, "I promise nothing bad will happen, but this is…it's personal, that's all."

With another look to Draco, Madam Malkin looked to Harry before, realising that she might as well respect the privacy of the hero of magic more than anyone else she would service that day, the seamstress left the boys alone, though she cast a powerful privacy charm on the changing room.

Back inside, Draco coughed once before he asked, "Harry? I _can_ call you Harry, can't I?"

"S-sure…if-if you want to," replied Harry, though he didn't react until he felt a soft, comforting hand touching his shoulder; rounding on the source of the touch, Harry's eyes then widened when he saw Draco's eyes were fixed on his, the emotion in them one that made Harry think of his family when they'd hurt him before now.

Given that this was a _magical_ child, Harry actually feared what Draco could do to him; doing his best to keep his eyes off the other boy's, Harry gulped before he asked, "Have…have I done something wrong? I-I'm sorry; I didn't mean it…please…please don't hurt me, Draco!"

"Stop that right now," scowled Draco, earning a wide-eyed look from Harry before, as though seeking to add to the shock that the young boy felt, Draco's hand found Harry's chin as he lifted his head to meet the blonde's grey eyes. "Don't you _ever_ lower your eyes to anyone, Harry Potter: not me, not adults, not _anyone_, do you hear me?"

Harry nodded, although he could barely speak for the rushing in his ears and the way that his heart was pounding as fast as a jackrabbit's.

"Now don't worry," Draco then added, removing his hand from Harry's chin as he told him, "I give you my word of honour that I won't say anything to anyone about…about what you're trying to hide from the seamstress and anyone else looking at you. But I'm also sorry…truly sorry…"

"For what?" asked Harry, feeling a little surprised at the note of care and comfort that Draco's voice provided while he spoke to Harry, "You…you didn't do anything to me…it's not your fault…it's me…I'm…"

"You're someone that doesn't deserve to be lower than anyone or any_thing_ in all magic," argued Draco, his voice edged by a note of raw determination as he explained, "You deserve to stand tall and stride across the skin of this world, Harry; but I wasn't apologising because of what I've done."

"Then why?" asked Harry, but his words fell silent – as did his racing heart – when Draco met his gaze once more, his hand now placed on Harry's unmarked cheek as he met the boy's gaze.

"I was apologising for what I'm _going_ to do when I get my hands on the ones that did this to you!"

Harry _should_ have been scared beyond all reasons and even a little discomforted by the fact that someone had discovered his…his _reminders_ of what happened when he was being a _freak_ and a bad boy.

However, the only thing that he felt was a surging heat rise up inside him that seemed to tell him one thing above all others:

Like it or not, he had just made his first _real_ friend…

**Chapter 1 and…oh boy; I think it's safe to say that Hogwarts' motto of tickling a sleeping dragon is pretty appropriate here: what **_**will**_** Draco do to those who've turned a would-be hero and leader into a frightened rabbit?**

**Also, if one Malfoy is like this, how will others react and why would Harry be so conflicted and interested about a certain Defence Teacher?**

**Keep Reading to Find Out**

**Next Chapter: Draco introduces Harry to his parents and Harry starts to come out of his shell when Hagrid tries to force him away from his first real friend;**

**Please Read and Review**

_**AN: Opening**_

**So, if anyone gets a feeling of déjà vu from this opening chapter, there's a reason for that: I sort of 'picked and chose' sections of old stories to use to best describe what's going on with Harry in the beginning, but this is **_**the only thing**_** that's going to seem like old works;**

**Everything that follows comes from the world's most-dangerous place: my imagination and creativity area;**

**So, I hope you enjoy the adventure…**

_**AN2: Dom/Sub**_

**Also, since I get the feeling that someone will ask it, I'll say it now: this is **_**not**_** a Dom/Sub story, though if there was a 'top' in this, it's obviously going to be Harry; I know it doesn't seem like it yet, but hey, they're only eleven and it's early days yet;**


	2. Where are You, Harry?
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**Disclaimer: **SEE FIRST CHAPTER

**Plot: **You're A Wizard Harry Prompt Response: A lonely boy is given a life-changing revelation that opens doors to futures unknown. However, little does anyone realise what else it does to him, especially when a certain someone with a fire-breathing namesake gets involved.

**Author's Note: **So, given my enjoyment of exploring the potential of this idea, this particular theme, pairing and set-up _and_, of course, my seemingly natural-born love for all things that have our two favourites as friends and more; well, what can I say? When opportunity knocks and all that; anyway, as always, if you don't like it, then don't read it.

**Dedication: **I'd like to dedicate this story to AJ Picard for continuously supporting my ideas of this particular nature;

My recommended reads are _The Power That Awakens_ by AJ Picard, _Silver Tongue _by Shadow Hidden by the Moon, _Shades of Black_ by Kage Mirai, _On way to greatness_ by Sherlock Jay Holmes, _When Daylight Dies_ by BloodyRose90 and _Dark Lord Potter_ by loverofeevee;

**Key Pairing: **Harry/Draco

**Other Pairings: **Lucius/Narcissa; Others TBC
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/_Parseltongue_/

**Review Answers:**

**Betabay: Well get used to that feeling, because it'll probably stick around for a couple of chapters;**

**AJ Picard: I hoped you might;**

"_You deserve to stand tall and stride across the skin of this world, Harry; but I wasn't apologising because of what I've done."_

"_Then why?" _

"_I was apologising for what I'm going to do when I get my hands on the ones that did this to you!"_

Chapter 2: Where are You, Harry?

At long last, Harry was done with Madam Malkin's and, while Draco escorted the somewhat-timid young man out of the shop, the blonde-haired boy took a moment to look Harry over before, clearing his throat to gain Harry's attention, Draco asked, "Do you want to have a look at some clothes that might…improve your appearance, Harry?"

There were so many ways that Harry could have responded to Draco's question; however, Draco was more than a little surprised when Harry, clutching his new robes close to his chest, answered, "These…I like these ones just fine, thanks, Draco."

Once again, Draco felt his namesake's infamous sense of protectiveness and rage rise up inside of him: given that he felt like this, the young blonde actually felt a shiver pass through him as he thought about what his Mother or, Merlin forbid, his _Father_ would say when they got a look at Harry.

As Draco's appearance should have hinted, both Malfoy elders took the health and wellbeing of _any_ child as seriously as any loving family should have done, but, given that Harry was…well, Harry, Draco didn't want to think about what his parents would say. He also didn't want to think about what his Father would want to _do_ when he learned that it was Harry's own upbringing, especially if the scars that Draco had caught sight of were seen by Lucius.

Even a follower – sorry, _ex-follower_ – of the Dark Lord had his limits!

As they reached the door of the shop, Draco's heart turned to ice when he saw that there was someone waiting for Harry, but rather than a teacher or someone with the means of _really_ helping Harry out, it was the oafish gamekeeper that Draco's Father had warned him about. He had a slight scent of alcohol on his breath and, in his hands, there were two ice-creams that looked like they'd come from old Fortescue's place.

"Oh," gasped Harry, now looking up at the large man as he asked, "Hagrid, were you…did I keep you waiting? I'm sorry."

"Don't apologise, Harry," insisted Draco, looking from Harry to the large man before he went on, "Mr Hagrid, is it? I'm a little surprised that the school couldn't spare a _real_ teacher for someone like Harry, especially since I'm sure Harry would have questions that only a teacher could give to him honestly and unbiasedly."

Unseen by Draco, Harry's eyes seemed to gain a look of realisation: Draco had a good point about that, but because Harry had never really been able to speak out against anyone, he hadn't asked.

Now, though, Harry had to admit that Draco made a point, although he didn't say it.

Instead, he just watched as, with a shake of his head, Draco then sighed as he asked Harry, "I'm sorry, Harry: I guess I'm being a bit pushy about this, huh?"

"N-no," Harry answered, a part of him aware of Hagrid's surprised look while Harry went on, "I…I never thought about it like that, Draco: and besides, you…you were nice enough to me and…and I made you feel upset because I…I wouldn't look at you or talk like a…a normal person."

"Sounds like you are talking like a normal person to me," Draco reasoned, earning a light blush from Harry.

Hagrid, meanwhile, seemed to glare at Draco as he asked, "Who might this be, 'Arry?"

"This is Draco," answered Harry, then noticing Draco's demeanour change as he just nodded curtly at Hagrid, "He's…he's a…a friend I made in the store there: he's…he's a friend."

Draco managed a small smile, though he was both surprised and a little amused at how Harry felt a need to say it twice as though he couldn't believe his own words.

Hagrid, meanwhile, glared at him as the blonde then reached over and, patting Harry's arm, he asked, "Tell you what, Harry? How would you like to come around the Alley with my parents and me? I can talk to my Father and we can get you ready for Hogwarts without just going there with the bare essentials."

"Are…are you sure your parents won't mind?" asked Harry, earning a fond smile and a shake of the head from Draco.

At the same time, Hagrid looked as though he'd just been told the worst thing possible before Harry, remembering his _drilled-into-him_ manners, nodded with his reply, "O-O-Okay, Draco…: but…but I should probably ask Hagrid if…if that's okay and…"

"Breathe, Harry," Draco muttered, then catching sight of a flash of movement behind the large man, who seemed to glare at Draco with a sense of revulsion that Draco knew all too well.

Lifting his head, the blonde let his gaze look to the newcomer as he then asked, "Father, I thought we were meeting in Flourish and Blotts?"

"Circumstances changed, Draco," replied a clipped, noble-toned voice and, as Hagrid turned, Harry saw a man with the same white hair as Draco and, like when he'd first seen Draco, Harry couldn't help but think that this was also a man that screamed money, power and authority.

He also looked rather firm and scary, but with a protective side to him that seemed to show itself as he asked, "And what might you be doing here, Rubeus? And, if I may be so bold, Draco, who is this young man with you?"

"This is Harry," Draco answered, lifting a hand to his eyes before he tapped them once, though Harry missed the gesture.

His Father, seeing the look, examined Harry's eyes and, when he saw the green light behind the horribly-cheap glasses, his eyes widened before he moved past Hagrid and, kneeling down, he peered into Harry's eyes.

"Harry…Potter, is that really you?" asked the man, earning a nod of response from Harry before the man added, "Rubeus, don't tell me you're here with him? Surely Severus or Minerva or Filius…"

"I 'ad me orders from Professor Dumbledore," answered Hagrid, earning a scowl from Draco's Father before he added, "And I told Harry ter wait in the shop while I…I went fer a recovery in the Cauldron…"

"A recovery?" asked the other man, his voice edged by a note of raw shock as he asked, "Is your alcoholism really so desperate to be sated that you abandon our world's greatest hero?"

Unseen by Hagrid, Harry actually smirked, but it didn't last long as the giant man turned back before, reaching out for Harry, he went on, "I think we should be movin' on: come on, 'Arry."

Harry didn't know why he did what he did next: all he knew and all that he felt was a powerful urge not to move from either Draco or his Father's sides, his lips seemingly echoing that wish as, stepping out of reach of the giant, he then told Hagrid, "No."

Hagrid's normally kind-dark eyes suddenly became more like the blanketing night as he turned and, facing Harry, he asked, "I beg yer pardon?"

"Y-y-you heard D-D-Draco invite me to j-j-join him," answered Harry, feeling like an insect before the large man as he told him, "And…and I said yes: I can't turn him away now. It's…it's not polite: s-sorry Hagrid, b-b-but unless Mr Malfoy says something else…I can't turn down the invite."

For a moment, Hagrid looked enraged and actually held a glare that Harry had only ever seen before Dudley got his tail: in that same moment, Harry actually feared what Hagrid was going to do to him.

"On my honour as a Lord," replied Draco's Father, actually offended by the way that Hagrid seemed able to intimidate Harry while he also kept glancing towards Harry as he told Hagrid, "I vow that I shall protect him and take great care of him until he so chooses to return to…to whatever place he called home."

"I think he was raised with Muggles, Father," Draco explained, the words bringing a tightly-gritted teeth expression to Mr Malfoy's face as he turned to Harry, who just nodded sheepishly, although he hoped that Draco wasn't about to reveal anything more.

"I…I see," added Mr Malfoy, eyeing Harry with newfound respect and consideration as he went on. "In that case, Mr Potter, I would extend a further invitation to spend the remainder of your summer at our home: I'm sure you can learn more about magic there than with…Muggles any day. And I'm certain that Draco would like the chance to know another new classmate of his like you, wouldn't you, son?"

"Yes Father," replied Draco, the conversation earning another slow nod from Harry before Hagrid sighed with apparent defeat.

"One 'air, Malfoy: jus' one and yeh'll 'ave me ter deal with."

Lucius dipped his head curtly before Hagrid left, unaware of Harry watching him all the way out until the man left through the entrance of the alley, leaving Harry with Lucius and Draco, the latter moving closer to Harry where, being as gentle as he could, he took Harry's arm and told him, "Come on, let's get going."

"Where?" asked Harry, looking now to Lucius as he added, "S-S-Sorry, sir: it's…it's nice to meet you and…and thank you for letting me stay, sir."

"Call me Lucius, Harry," replied the Malfoy Lord, before he nodded as he added, "And, well, if we're going to help you prepare for school, I think that the best place for us to begin is back in the bookstore. Draco, are you coming with us or are you going to meet your Mother at Ollivander's?"

"I'll stay," insisted Draco, unaware of the look of surprise that crossed Lucius' face as he explained, "Nothing personal, Father, but I'd like to help Harry too…moral support and all, you understand?"

Lucius felt proud of his son, although he _did_ feel a modicum of surprise for the sense of protectiveness that his son seemed to experience towards the young Potter Heir.

It was only years of keeping his expression as neutral and yet-proud as he could that stopped Lucius from showing it, but he could tell that something had attracted his son's attention in the seamstress' place.

Something concerning young Mr Potter and, whatever it was, Draco wasn't prepared to leave the boy alone for anything.

Or _anyone…_

_**Dark Inspiration**_

While Draco escorted Harry around the bookshop, the two of them picking out more than their fair share of reading material for Hogwarts, both boys were unaware of the still-curious looks of one Lucius Abraxas Malfoy as he saw the level of trust and strength that Harry seemed to put in Draco.

In another time, Lucius might have felt a window of opportunity being opened for him: Harry Potter, vanquisher of the Dark Lord, seemed to trust Draco to the point that the blonde could lead him by the hand and even turn him into a perfect example of the next generation of Death Eaters while doing what he could to earn favours with the Malfoy Heir.

The Dark Lord would certainly find it amusing to have such a willing pawn in his army.

However, as he watched, Lucius also noticed that Draco didn't just guide Harry around like some sort of obedient follower or a pet; instead, he seemed to gently steer the boy to the right points and, at times, Lucius _thought _that he caught sight of his son being very careful where he touched the Potter Heir and, even then, he was careful about how hard or soft.

Harry also seemed to whisper to Draco in hushed conversations and, other than a sense of curiosity and hope, he seemed to hold no real emotions except for gratitude and a feeling of respect for Draco's help.

This wasn't someone that Lucius could manipulate, he knew that much.

More than anything, _Draco_ wouldn't let him.

Still, there was a question there:

Why?

_**Dark Inspiration**_

After picking a copy of one of their school books off the shelves, Draco looked back to Harry before he asked, "Is that all of them?"

"Yes," answered Harry, though Draco caught sight of the dark-haired wizard giving the other books and the many different shelves and subjects a look that could almost be described as a scholar's hunger for more knowledge.

Glancing to where his Father was waiting, Draco gave his young friend a smile before he told Harry, "If you want to look for something else, Harry, you can: it's not only your money, but it's also your decision on what you learn and why you choose to learn about it."

"But…isn't it against the rules?" asked Harry.

"To what? Be smarter and a little further on than others?" asked Draco incredulously, shaking his head as he told Harry, "Heck no; besides, I'm not just talking about myself here, but there are some people out there that have been taught about magic from the first moment that they could read, so don't go dumbing yourself down just to make others feel better."

"What…what about you?" asked Harry, earning a curious, but amused look from Draco as he asked him, "If…if I became better, would…would you hate me, Draco?"

"Not for a second," replied Draco, looking to the pile of books that Harry had with him before he explained, "That's not what real friends do, Harry: if you want to be smart, strong and as talented as the greats themselves, then you be that and I'll only be right here helping you get better. Do you remember what I said? About you and what you should be?"

"You said that…that I deserve to stand tall and stride across the skin of this world," answered Harry, earning a nod of proud agreement from Draco as he went on, "But…but isn't being smarter than others just…just like cheating? Won't…won't I get hurt because…"

"Okay, now stop that," insisted Draco, earning a wide-eyed look from Harry as he asked, "Where's the Harry that stood up to that mangy drunk of an oaf because he wanted to be with friends? Where's the boy that wants people to see what he can _really _do?"

Here, Draco then smiled softly before he asked, "Where's my friend, Harry? Where's _he_ gone, huh? Because I don't think he'd even need to bother worrying about being hurt or even what others would think, because the only things that need to matter to him are what he can and can't do and what he _chooses_ to do with whatever he's given or gotten."

Harry had a look of real awe on his face while Draco, indicating the shelves around them, went on as he explained, "I'm not saying read _every_ book here, Harry, but if you want to learn more about magic, there are ways and things that we can help you with, but you've _got_ to stop thinking that we're anything like your…your _guardians,_ because we're not."

"But…you don't know anything about me," argued Harry, his voice tinged with a hint of shame and sorrow as he asked, "How can…why would you be…be so nice to me without…without wanting anything from me?"

"Because all that I really want is what you've officially said I have," replied Draco, earning a bewildering look from Harry before he explained, "Your friendship, Harry: you said, twice in fact, but you said that I was your friend and that means a heck of a lot more to me than you can possibly imagine. So you don't need to prove yourself to me, not for anyone or anything, understand?"

Harry nodded dumbly, earning another kind smile from Draco as he asked, "Now, what is it that your hunger for knowledge wishes to feed on?"

Harry laughed, but it was a soft, awkward laugh.

Still, it was enough for Draco to make himself a promise:

He'd hear Harry laugh again.

Then he'd make sure the people responsible for…for what had happened to his friend paid for their crimes against humanity.

Even someone like his Father had his limits!

**Chapter 2 and Harry seems to have learned an important lesson about what friendship **_**really**_** means, but can Draco continue to bring the **_**real**_** Harry out from within the **_**freaky little orphan boy**_** that he once was?**

**Also, if and when Draco shares his thoughts with Lucius, what will this mean for the ones responsible? **

**Death? **

**Or worse?**

**Keep Reading to Find Out**

**Next Chapter: Harry receives a gift that seems to come with a note, but our young friend sees it as being too little, too late; plus, Ollivander's and the Potter Heir meets the Malfoy Lady, who seems to see through the 'masks' created by Harry: uh oh, this can't be good;**

**Please Read and Review**
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_Harry laughed, but it was a soft, awkward laugh._

_Still, it was enough for Draco to make himself a promise: he'd hear Harry laugh again._

_Then he'd make sure the people responsible for…for what had happened to his friend paid for their crimes against humanity._

_Even someone like his Father had his limits!_

Chapter 3: A Surprise Offer

After the bookstore, Lucius and Draco led Harry along the long and winding alleyway that made up the magical world's retail division, moving in and out of the stores with a practiced sense of experience. At times, Harry listened as Lucius made suggestions to help improve his learning experience while, at others, Harry seemed to be drawn towards some interesting device or other and, with a quiet word from Draco to his Father, they waited while the young boy made his mind up.

In the Apothecary, Harry paid special attention to Lucius' offer and suggestion of purchasing books that were sold in the Apothecary on the different varieties of potions and potion-making texts. He also bought Harry a copy of a book called _Moste Potente Potions_ and, at Draco's suggestion, Harry also bought a book named _Vitamancy: the Lifeblood of a Healer_, which the blonde explained was a book all about healing salves and healthy lifestyle potions and aides.

One thing that Harry _did_ buy was a journal, which Lucius said would help him keep notes during research moments as well as acting as a private diary for Harry's thoughts.

To assist the young boy in the protection of his deepest secrets, Lucius also paid for additional security charms to be placed on the book – calling it a _birthday present_ for Harry when the boy argued against the man's generosity – and, as part of the security, Harry was also allowed to create a special password that would respond to his voice and his alone.

Even if someone else used the password, only Harry could actually mimic his voice and mannerisms in such a way that the magic of the security would recognise him as its true master.

He didn't tell Lucius or Draco what he had chosen, but he _did_ register the password before any of them left the store.

From the look on the boy's face, Draco had a sneaking suspicion that it was something undeniably personal, but it seemed to do the job.

_**Dark Inspiration**_

One of the last stops on their trip through the Alley was Ollivander's Wandmakers and, as Lucius, Draco and Harry stepped into the store, it was also here that the young boy got his first look at the woman that Lucius introduced as Narcissa Malfoy, Draco's Mother.

Much like Lucius and Draco, Narcissa had an air of power, respect and extravagance about her that certainly made her earn her name in a way that most others couldn't understand. She wore fine clothes that looked like they'd come straight out of some high-class designer outlet while she also carried what looked like a small pack that was currently filled with what looked like shrunken items.

It was only when Harry got a chance to look closer that he realised that the items were magical supplies that the lady had likely purchased for her son; either way, as soon as they walked into the wandmaker's store, Narcissa looked curiously to her son and husband as she spoke. "Lucius, Draco, there you both are: I thought something had happened…and who might this young man be?"

"This is Harry Potter, Narcissa," replied Lucius, though only he and Draco saw the look of surprise on Narcissa's face as Harry lowered his eyes, avoiding the woman's penetrating glare as though he was embarrassed to look so…out of sorts in front of such a beautiful-looking lady.

"_This_ is Harry Potter?" asked Narcissa, looking at Harry while Draco and Lucius both nodded; taking a step towards Harry, Narcissa's cool grey eyes seemed to take in every inch of the boy's frame before she asked, "Why does he look so…beaten down?"

"Trust me, my dear," answered Lucius, his tone edged by a note of warning that only Narcissa could recognise from their years together, its meaning telling her to keep the matter under her hat for the time being. "I would like to know the same thing, especially since it would seem that Albus saw fit to send _Rubeus_ of all people to accompany Harry without giving the boy a chance to learn anything about our world."

Narcissa, glancing from Harry to her husband, looked both curious and a little stymied as she asked him, "Are you telling me that out of everyone possible to accompany young Mr Potter to Diagon, Albus chose the _serf_ rather than a _real_ witch or wizard?"

"He didn't even bother telling Harry anything important, Mother," added Draco, looking now to Harry as he explained, "More than likely, he just talked about praising Dumbledore's good name and how Harry was a wizard…"

"He _didn't_ even know that he was a wizard?" asked Narcissa, looking back to Harry before, kneeling down, she looked right into the young boy's green eyes as she asked him, "What happened before he told you, Mr Potter? Surely you know the truth about what happened to your family?"

"I only know that…that I was lied to for years, Ma'am," replied Harry politely, his eyes still lowered as he explained, "My Aunt and Uncle…they kept telling me that Mum and Dad died in…in a car crash, but Hagrid…he said they lied, but he didn't tell me anything else."

At the mention of relatives, Harry missed the look of outrage and disbelief that crossed Draco's face: being raised by Muggles was bad enough considering this was Harry that they were dealing with, but if said Muggles were his own kin _and_ they'd saw fit to knock him about like a punching bag and turn him into this…this underappreciated, quiet mouse of a person, then…

Clenching his fists, Draco actually felt the hairs along the nape of his neckline stand on end while, at the same time, the air in the room seemed to grow thick with magic; as Draco's anger seemed to empower his magic, it was Lucius that noticed it first.

Looking to his son, the older Malfoy male placed a hand on his son's shoulder, his action earning him a look of outrage from his son, but Lucius returned it with a look of assurance and fatherly care that he only ever showed when it wasn't official or in the presence of high-ranking persons.

"Temper your flame, my little dragon," Lucius advised his son, his words edged by a note of personal assurance as well as a promise as he told him, "He is not going to go back to them; if your feelings are what I suspect them to be, then I can guarantee you that I will do all in my power to keep Harry safe."

The soft words and the tone of fatherly warmth seemed to do the job for Draco; releasing the grip on his fists, the blonde moved from his Father's side before, taking a place at Harry's side, Draco took Harry's hand in his own, earning a look of surprise from the green-eyed youth while Narcissa watched her son warily and curiously.

"You don't have to be ashamed of being with us, Harry," Draco told him, his words soft, but filled with truth and the same air of friendliness that he'd shown Harry over the past couple of hours. "You will never have to go back to those…those _freaks_ ever again, no matter what must be done. So don't shy away again…please…"

Sniffing once, Harry gulped before he asked, "S…S-stand tall, Draco?"

"And hold your head up high," added Draco, his lips turning upwards in a small smile as he explained, "You don't have to say anything else about…about how you were with _them_. Not until you're ready to talk about it, okay?"

While Harry nodded, both he and Draco missed Narcissa moving from in front of the Potter Heir and, returning to her husband's side, she leaned in close before she whispered softly, "They harmed him, didn't they?"

"I suspect so," replied Lucius, more-than-aware of the protective look of rage and fire that filled his wife's eyes, but before she had a chance to say anything about it, Lucius slid his hand into hers as he added, "Don't get upset, Cissa; I promise you that I will risk Cornelius' ire and worse to get young Harry under my personal protection. Draco seems to have an effect on the boy that I have never seen him have on anyone, not even in the way that he shows his friendship with Harry."

"Meaning?" asked Narcissa, earning a slow shake of the head from her husband.

"Nothing that I can say for now, my dear," replied the Malfoy Lord, though he seemed to clench his free hand around the head of his cane in an unspoken gesture of rage as he added, "However, if our fears are correct, then I think that it would be safer for those _Muggles_ to keep running as they seem to have done in keeping Harry from the truth, because if I catch up to them…"

"Do not make promises that you do not intend to deliver on, Mr Malfoy," a wizened voice interrupted, startling Harry while the Malfoys seemed unaffected as they glanced towards the shadows of the store. From between the stacks behind the counter, an elderly gentleman with silvery-grey hair and ancient, but youthful-looking pale-silvery eyes stepped out of the shadows, his expression one of mutual concern and advice as he saw the four beings that were standing in his store.

"It would not do for the wrong ears to hear such dark promises, as I'm sure you know from your _previous_ employer," added the old man, before he then directed his gaze towards Harry, who seemed to be caught somewhere between awe and surprise at the man's appearance.

Almost-immediately, the old gentleman's expression seemed to change into a look of mutual delight and respect as he spoke again, "Ah yes, I wondered when I'd be seeing _you_, Mr Potter: it seems only yesterday that your Mother and Father were in here buying their first wands."

"_First_ wands?" asked Harry curiously, earning a slow nod from the old man as he asked, "What do you mean by that, sir?"

"Not every witch and wizard has the same wand on their person from the age of eleven and earlier, Mr Potter," answered Ollivander, his eyes glancing towards Harry's brow for a split second as he explained, "Some have both the fortune _and_ the misfortune of possessing such wands, but, due to some mistake in judgment or a sudden loss of certain wands, there are witches and wizards that usually take on new alliances with their wands later on in life: the wand chooses the wizard at the end of the day, but that is the truth of it."

For a moment, Harry seemed both surprised and interested to hear more about wandlore, but before he could ask the question that was dancing on his tongue, it was another one that came out as he asked, "Do…do you think my…my Mum and Dad's wands still exist, Mr Ollivander?"

"Their first wands, perhaps or perhaps not," replied the old wandmaker, now turning away from the quartet of listening individuals as he spoke, "But if you were to check your family's holdings within Gringotts, I suspect that you may yet find their wands or even a collection of personally-stored wands that were handed down over the generations."

"But…I didn't see any in my vault at Gringotts," argued Harry, his curiosity and his surprise about the fact that his parents seemed to have left him more than he had first believed helping to keep his words going as he explained, "I only saw money…nothing else."

"That was your Trust Vault, Harry," Draco filled in, earning a nod of agreement from Mr Ollivander as he explained, "If such items survived their deaths, then it's likely that they were salvaged and given to the goblins to place in the Potter Family Treasury, which is where the full fortunes and all manner of possessions are kept, including, but not limited to, family heirlooms, diaries and journals like the one that you bought today and, perhaps, even a portrait of your parents."

"A…portrait?" asked Harry, earning a nod from Lucius this time as he asked, "Why would that matter?"

"Magical portraits are not like the stand-alone Muggle ones of the world in which you were raised, Mr Potter," answered Lucius, now earning a curious look from Harry towards him as he explained, "They contain a small fraction of the wizarding essence of the witch and/or wizard that created them; with these, they allow the portraits to take on life and interact with the real world, a fine example of magic that you will witness at Hogwarts more than anywhere else."

"So…I could…_talk_ to my parents?" asked Harry curiously, his eyes brightening for a brief moment as he asked, "I…I could hear their voices speaking to me as if…as if we were in the same room?"

"In a manner of speaking, yes," replied Lucius, before he looked to Harry as he added, "However, you would have to remember, young Harry that what you see is merely an echo of the life that once lived in your parents' hearts and souls. They may look, sound and even act in ways that are similar to them in their personalities, but, at the end of the day, they are merely images on parchment: nothing else."

The light seemed to vanish from Harry's eyes; however, as it did so, Draco reached for Harry's hand once more, this time giving it a friendly squeeze as he explained, "Father doesn't mean anything rude or offensive by that, Harry, but other than exploring the Darkest and most-forbidden of arts, there is no real magic that can revive the dead without having to pay a price first. If you want to see them as the portraits, then we can go after we're done here and you can see them. More than anyone else, I think you have that right."

"And a whole lot more besides," muttered Mr Ollivander, wiping what seemed to be a stray tear from his eye as he added, "Shall we get started then, Mr Malfoy? If Mr Potter is checking on his family's stocks of magical appliances, then it is entirely possible he may find his wand amongst them. So we shall hold off on testing him until that time."

"I agree," nodded Draco, stepping away from Harry as he explained, "Let's get this over with; then we can see about helping Harry discover his legacy…in _more_ ways than one."

He actually nodded towards his Father as he said the last part, but the meaning was clear to Lucius, who nodded with understanding while he, Narcissa and a curious, but somewhat-thankful-looking Harry watched Draco go through his choosing.

_**Dark Inspiration**_

"Hawthorn and griffin feather, 11 inches: interestingly strong…"

"I'm sure he meant that in a nice way, Draco," Harry remarked, earning a soft laugh from his friend as they accompanied Lucius and Narcissa back along the alley's cobblestone pathway towards Gringotts. While Harry was a little uneasy and also a little curious about what he would discover when they returned to the bank, he was also thankful to the Malfoys for taking time out of what he guessed was a busy day for them to help him out.

However, when he had said such as they had left Ollivander's, Harry was surprised beyond all reason when Lucius reminded him, "As we said before, Harry; you more than anyone deserve to know the truth about who you _truly_ are, if only to help you become the great wizard that you can become when the time is here for you to embrace it by yourself."

Harry didn't quite understand what Lucius meant by that, but he was still thankful and surprised to hear such kindness from a man that had only known him for a short while.

As they passed the goblin guards once more, Harry was drawn back to the present moment when he found Lucius stopping just a few steps in front of him; as Harry watched, the blonde man then turned before he dropped down to Harry's eye level, his own eyes filled with a hint of strength and care as he looked right at Harry.

"Whatever you're about to hear, Mr Potter," Lucius explained, surprising Harry with how official the man sounded as he went on. "I want you to know that what Draco said about you never going back to…wherever it is that you _lived_ before now is the truth. I have already offered you my home and an open invitation to be there; however, once we are done here, I would like to talk to you about something else that can help you, is that okay?"

Harry nodded, but he was still a bit confused by the man's sense of generosity towards him.

As Lucius stood up once more, Harry was then surprised when Draco _gently_ inched the emerald-eyed boy forwards so that he was standing with Lucius and Narcissa, both of whom seemed to stand in a protective manner on either side of Harry.

Walking into the bank once more, Harry could almost feel the eyes of the goblins on him as he entered, especially the somewhat-dark eyes of the goblin named Griphook, though Harry didn't show any intimidation as he kept his eyes forwards and allowed Lucius and Narcissa to lead him towards the head of the room.

Once again, the goblin teller at the head of the room seemed to be weighing several small lumps of what looked like carved silver; however, when he saw Harry and the Malfoys approaching, the goblin seemed to give Lucius his full attention as he asked, "Lord Malfoy…and the young Mr Potter: what brings you back to our halls this fine and profitable afternoon?"

Weirdly, Harry didn't feel as unnerved or ant-under-the-microscope-like as when the goblin had previously spoken to him before Hagrid had revealed that he had Harry's key. Instead, he seemed to show a whole new sense of respect towards the goblins, especially after witnessing the depths of their treasures and the defences that shielded them.

It was as he thought about this that, just like when Draco had questioned Hagrid before now, Harry's eyes widened slightly as another strong point seemed to cross his mind: Hagrid had been in possession of Harry's key, apparently under the _orders_ of the mysterious Albus Dumbledore, and he had also had Harry escort him to a place that was well-defended and, at the same time, it also seemed to be secreted away beneath the surface.

So why would he show an eleven-year-old boy to such a place?

As he let his thoughts slip to one side for a moment, Harry heard Lucius address the goblin in front of them, "Good day to you as well, Master Grimsbane: I have come back to Gringotts this afternoon to request a full test of young Mr Potter's legacy, including all magical gifts possible to him and any vaults and wealth that he might have access to."

"I see," replied Grimsbane, his eyes flicking to Harry for the briefest of moments as he added, "I will direct your inquiry to the head goblin of the Potter finances: Riptide!"

This time, it was a completely-different goblin that approached the desk; this one was dressed in what looked like a uniform that was provided by the bank, although he also carried what looked like a set of short swords on his belt and what looked like a silver key hanging on a chain around his narrow neckline.

His eyes were a dark shade of burned wood in colour while his voice was deep, but filled with a note of pure respect as he addressed them, "How may I be of assistance today?"

"Would you escort Lord Malfoy, his family and Heir Potter to a Testing Chamber?" asked Grimsbane, the use of Harry's surname earning a shocked look from Riptide as he looked back to Harry while Grimsbane then added, "He is to undergo a Class 1 Ritual of Inheritance and have Lord and Lady Malfoy as registered witnesses, understand?"

"Crystal clear," replied Riptide, gesturing with one hand as he added, "If you will follow me sirs and madam, we can begin the ritual."

As Harry walked away with the Malfoys, he was vaguely aware of Lucius' hand remaining attached to his shoulder while Draco had returned to his place at Harry's side; as they walked together, it was Harry that spoke up as he asked, "Um…what's…what's a Class 1 Ritual, Mr Riptide?"

"Just Riptide, thank you, Heir Potter," answered the goblin, his gaze never leaving the path ahead as he explained, "And to answer your question, a Class One ritual is usually intended for our most-ancient and prominent clientele, each of whom are set to undergo a process that will reveal which Houses you are set to inherit when you become of age along with any potential threats to your magical status and, finally, any potential magical gifts that may be available to you."

"And…will it hurt?" asked Harry, but he was a little unnerved when, rather than answer him, Riptide simply indicated a room that they had reached on the left-hand side of the hallway.

"I daresay that you're about to find out, my good lord," answered Riptide, pushing the door open with a groan that reminded Harry of the sound of a graveyard gate opening on the darkest of nights.

The chill that ran down the spine of the young sorcerer certainly didn't help much either…

**Chapter 3 and Harry has gained some interesting knowledge while also learning a little more about the way of the world, but what will his test reveal about his magical potential and his future?**

**Also, what does Lucius wish to discuss with Harry and how will this affect him at Hogwarts?**

**Keep Reading to Find Out**

**Next Chapter: The test is performed with some surprising results to say the least; plus, Lucius helps Harry understand who he really is while Draco talks with his Mother about how he wishes to see Harry become stronger than ever, especially with what the test revealed;**

**Please Read and Review**


End file.
